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“MU TPEATRE CURE, 40D HOW TO TqK

IT, 8L

DR. 4LAN DELRE.

Phe Journal's (mhc Prescribes Pheatrical Medicing for New Yorkers, and [ells Phem (;jus{‘.()@ha’r Play fo ®ee fo (ure Phemselves of

\

“Plagwrights
Furnish

the
Drugs

you. I need it so bndly."

The best tonie In town at present, Mal-
vina, ciu be found ot the Hmplre Theatre;
wlere a blithe snd Insplring young woman
Is sfamplng a frollcsome personality upon g
most appetlzliiz and satlefactory play
called *““The Little Minlster,” The young
woman is Muude Adams, and' you bhadibet-
ter see her at once, Malving, "“The Llitle
Afinister’ ls the most popular medicament
in the market at present. It ls In my
chest (my medicine chest) Inbelled “Rough
on Thot Tired Feellng.'” Miss Adams s
just-the sort of young woman whose ox-
ample you hanker. .to emulate. You can
imagine her getting up at4 4, m. and doing
the beautles of nature, and afl that sort of
thing, while the drones snore In thel cots,
You can pleture her plucking huge noge-
gnrs of morning-glorles and puttlng them
In little veses on the.brenkfast table beside
tho sardines and marmsalade. You can al-
most see her sitting down with a henlthy
appetite to dlsouss a kippered herring, or

some bmtul'ly wholesome watercress, Noe
body eould possibly be tired while wateh-
ing Maude Adoms in ““Ihé Little'Minister,””
With her Iife is real, and ditto earnest. 1
edw fhink of nothing better for you than a
gorles: of || Bmpira wiatinees, taken, of
coiirse, | Judielouslyt Don't be gluttonous
about them, dear. Slp them, saver them,
appreciate thelr bougquet, and your tlred
feellng will g0 from yon most unexpected-
Iy. You will yet lye to thank me for my
advlee,

“I have a lover,"” writes Felleity L., “but
somehow or dther lhe scems to lmaglue
that I am- his glater. Unfortunately, I am
not one of those girls who cares to be any
man's glster. I should Iniinltely prefer to
bé his wife. He appeara to be 4 sort' of
antl-matromanidac. Puapa asked him His In-
tentlons the other evening, and he replisd
that he didn't belleve In such nonsense gos
intentlons, He llkes to discuss ehilly sub-
jects, such as “The Diffenlty of Life In the

Elondlke,’ and I ean't lure him away from

Anything from Blues and Insemnia. ’f@ Rheumatism and “q‘ha{ q‘lred Peeling.” .

the odlous tople of polltics. Don't you
think It Is 4 dlsease? Is—Is them & bhalm
in Gilead ¥

There 15, lndeed, Péllclty L. Your Lo-
tharlo ean mpst assuredly be brought to
Interest himself In ‘the =always pungent
problems of marciage. But don't " throw
yourself 'at him, dear. Young men dom't
like that. Get him to buoy a, couple of
matinee tickets for “The Lady of Lyocns'
at 'the Lycenm Theatrs, and prepars youor-
self to witnesa hls rapld cure. On the way
to! the theatre talk of Klondike persistent-
ly. Ring in the new Klondike lectgrer,
Harry de Windt, and beg him to take you
to the Illustrated lectures. Be more asls-
terly than any sister, and when you reach
the Lyceum tell him not to sit too close
to you, ms you llke plenty of breathing
room.

You will note gladly that the ardent and
romantic love-making of young Mr. Soth-
ern and Virginla Farned rivetshis attention.
At sbout 8 o'clock try another alluslom to

And
Actors
Mix
Them.”

iz the age of smug fads and dellcately
tiirtured hobbles; I don't ses why I
sliouldn't be allowed to cherish one on my
o n account. Humanity secms to be ex-
eecdingly 11 at esse nowadaysd, In foet, It
le gulte the thing to own a waste allment
of two. No thovoughly respectable pemn.
hopfig to adorp the communlity to which he
belongs, ean afford to he mentally and phys-
frally healthy. For all the 1lla that fleah
lg helr to there are nlce new-fangled treat-
ments, gualnt cures that would astonjsh
Eeculaplus of past decades. Under the olr
cumstances I feel no hesitation In adyer-
tising my own theatre-cure.
by letter only.
frequently and so successfully and my ex-
perlence hag been go long and varled thet
1 sny unreluctantly to cne-ang all "Come
and he treated. Follow my adyice and all
will be well.”
A medlieal friend of mine hns handed In
n number of letters addreaged to him by
suferers nll over the city, and 1 herewith
undertike to snswer them, and glve you
gomno iden of the comprehenslve scope-of

I DBELIOVE in the theatrs-cure. As this

Consultetions

my marvellous theatre-cure. Playwrighta .

furmish the drongs, ascstors mix them,
and managers bottle and label em. They
are pever nausepus; they are seldom dsn-
gerons—if taken in moderation—and ocea-
slopally they' are uceedingl;r toothsome
and desirnble.

Eore ls o letter: *Tor weeks T have heen
suffering from Insomnin. Somehew or other,
I cen’t sleep at night. I court Imaginary
eheap, T go through the salphabet ba
warday T indnlge In vuolgar fractions until
Iheir vulgarliy slokens me. I am'afrald of
oplates. Eindly suggest some remedy, and
»hllgn."

There {8 nothing s6 horrid as insomnia
~the ceaseleas pltehing nnd. tossing upan
& warm ang nasympathetie bed. Fortunate-
v this is one of the easlest ailments In
the repertoire of my theatreicure, There
nre drugs galore In my market” To the
writer of the nbopve letter, I heg to say
that T strongly recommend one good, strong
dose of Marle Lloyd at Koster and Blal's.
It 158 ‘the glnplest snd lenst dlsagreeable
thing In town at present, nud the results
are giaranieed. Drop into Koster and
Blal's, thinking that you are golng to be
wery rollicking and festive, and walt—simply
witlizfor Marie Lloyd.  The first droop In
your erellds will acenr at the cloge of her
firat song, dealing' with “‘the best man
breathing. By the tlme she Jliag reached
‘her Spanish ditty. I can promiﬂe you one of
the most gorgeous yawns you have ever ac-

complisied. and at the close of the '‘Bar.

mald" chansonstte you will. be llke the.
Lirdie io the nursery song, and “fold your
head under your wing, poor thing.” Sleap,
cherub-like, will come {o you, you will close
your eyes In n serles of fetching: and cine-
matographle vislons. Try It, suffering.one,
try it. If It falls, let me know, There.are
other insomnla reinedles in nry theatrs-cure
repertoire, This partienler one, however,
seryed moe In good stead. I speak from ex-
perlence.

“My married lfe 1z a dead fallure,"
writes Magd M. “T have a husbangd who
tipples, He fs ardently desvoted to cock-
talls, and leaves me wilth my chlldren to
shnffle for ourselves, He hss folned teém-
perance nnions galors, and tries bard to dis-
cover the Intent beantles of sarsaparilla.
It is no good. Help me, If you can, for I
nm despernte.”

Inebriety 18 am sEunent that musg be
approriysp My & ery glngerly manner, my
ur ?vr.aud. Sorsaparilia s quite useless,
and, personally, I don't belleve In the
Keeley cure. Your loved ome, will, I
think, be benofited by two or three
doges of p capital tonio enlled “A Stronger
In Kew York,” to be purchased at the Gar-
riok Theafre. He will see the cocktall In
. Incessant use, In faoct, such a kaleldoscoplo
array of coextalls will'be placed before his
eyes, that he will say to himself befors the
evening I8 over: ‘Ts there—ls there nothing
elne? Is all the world a cocktall? Is the
o' ktall really nothing mere but a Humor-
oy adfmct to a partleularly farcieal
farce?’ These questions will occur to him
f0 froquently that when water ls passed
around between the acts he will probably
take a glass as an experiment. And whey
Fon:reach your home yon will probably be
surprised to find hubby at'the lce box delv-
Ing for a bottle of sarsaparilln. “A Btranger
In New York” Ia a_leilhtﬂul enre, H‘ut
o 5 £
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“Managers
Bottfe
and
Labef 'Em.”

I bave treated myself so U\l

SOTHERN
& HARNED
CURE FOR

ANTI- MATROMANIA
—i

remedles debllitate the system somewhat.
this tones it up to muste pitch. Positively,
my déetr Maud, T almost wigh that I my-
self were an Inebriate, so that I could' con-

Belentiongly dose myselft up with “A
Btranger In New York."

“I bave a. dreadful cold In my head,™
says “Despuiring Father,” on a postal
eird. "I suppose It Is what Is vulgar-
Ay -called the suuffips. I hove  tried
evarything, from losenges upward, Life
Jjust now (8 very unplensant. ‘I live
on one of the many streets where they nre
opening sewers. I am unable to smell any-
thing, and thls grieves me deeply. I see
my dear snd devoted wife holding her nose
all'doy, and 1t 15 horrid to be so completely
out of 'It. Can you suggest anything?"

T enn and I will. Go to the Manlattan
Theatre, despalting popper, and Inhale the
entlre first act of “The Flrst Borm" Tt
that doean't redeh your olfactory nerves
nothing of earth enn do’ 1t “The Firsk
Born'' I8 very penefrating, and by the lime
you Hhaye renched the gecond half of
the entertalnment your pose will haye
suceumbed to the Incessant straln. I can
guarantes thls remedy. It Is almost (o
fullible, and it 1s the only thing of the kind
In town. It s ngt dlsagreeable, for after
you have grown thoronghly accustomed to
the argma of this drama you will like it.

“T am 8o tired,” says Malvina in violet
ink. “‘Bomehow or other I can't un-tire
myself. I rlse with the lark every morn-
Ing at 10'o'clock, and my llmbs feel Hke
lead. T should Hke to be able to skip from
my bed, trilling a dltty, ae I have heard
that other girls do. In novels all the
heroloes gd out In the garden before break-
fast, and come back with dewy feet
and posies of flowers, which they plncs on
~the brealkfast table. (I am alluding to the
flowers, ahd Mtﬁth teet.) Why cannot 1
do"l.lhwhe‘! Give me’ 8 tonlc. I 1:#3 of
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Kléndike, and if I am not mistaken be will
“Hing that l¢e-bound resort.' Hall an
haur Iater yon can venture to leave one of
your hands abput. He will pick It up and
squecze | When Virginla departs for
Mrs. ‘Melnotte's hionse, under the eover of
Clrude's nice. wirm cont, Four companion
will probibly say & tender thing or two.
Whien you get home you will notice a com-
piete change. Another matinee must be
taken before the experiment can bear ripe

fruit. 1f, however, you persist at “The

Lady of Lyons” he will propose upon the
glightest provocation, and your anti-matro-
moniae will be converted.

“I am ' always crying,” writes “Weary
Mommer:" “the least trifie completely up-
gets me. Tears stream down my cheoks
at breakfast and Juncheon, aud dlaner, 1
&m thoronghly miserable, apropes of noth-
lng st all My dally routine Irritates me.
1 can't think of suything for dinnersbut
ronst beef and bolled mutton, These are
the only Ideas I have In my head. My
femily rerely complalns, but last might my
husband remarked ‘Roast beef again! How
original!’. This affected me deeply. 1 laid
my head on the table-cloth, and sobbed
as “thosgh my heart would break. To-
night T am golng to have the roast beef
cold, and I am afrald—dreadfully afruld. If
I could only cheer up!"

This s eusy—dellclously essy., “Weary
Mommer” will, I hope, forgive the physl-
clan’s callousness with which I epproach
her case. If all allments were g8 suscepti-
ble of Instant rellef. I sy to this poor.

lady, “Put on your bounet and shawl,

trot off at once to see “What Happened

to Jm at the Bljou." Take your family

with :ruu to share your joyoms sensatlons.

You will laugh there, Mudame, and lsughter
in the simplest and most eftective tonie.

.m_m_wemumm will

baye forgotten that there is such a thing
on earth ms rosst beef, and If anybodys
should ehnnce to nllnde Iln your hearing to
bolled mutton, yon will for & moment o
two wonder whether It 18 candy or fuml
ture. There s nothing in the world ke
langhter, It I8, moreover, contaglonk
“The man who cannot langh™ says

I¥le, "is pnot only fit for treasons,

gems and spolls, but hils whole 1ife Iy alel
rendy o treason and a steatagem.™ The
benuty about *“What Haoppened to Jones™
Is thnt It makes you langh in eplite of youp=
self. Yoo may try your hardest to re-
member your ronst heef and bolled mutton.
agoay, but you will find the task sbsolutely;
tmpossible, Buch pinys are godsends. The
world ls full of wenry mothers and tired
fathers, slck of the perpetual mounnd of
sordid existence—hnling the bread-and-bic
ter struggle, wondering whether thers isn's
nnything else hera below, andl insistentiy]
gecking for game relaxzstion.

“3. Y, Z. nsks for a cure for rheumatising
which 18 a singularly zeote and palnfol
dlgorder. I quill ‘before it The theatres
fure has very ‘m'ﬂu hope for rheomatisms
es & general thing. Just mow, bowewes, X}
shounld advise “X. Y. Z.* to take a look af
Aunnn Held in 'La Poupee” at the Lyric
Theatre, It Is o sort of study in the argl
ef how to “limber your joints Miss|
Held plays the part of & deftly mi
French doll, and the exercise to whith shel
submits herself would be dlstinetly benme
ficlal to the rheumatice It will, moreo
show you where .your joints are. A w
mnny people dom't know that they
soch luxuries. The agony of 1 en
wlill be nesoclated with tonefuol melody,
perhaps when you get home you will ¢
of the doll's song and bom it over, Wl
you are being rubbed with camphorste
ofl. I wont, however, swear to the efflenc
of treatment by “La Ponpee.” Rh
ie such a very difflenit thing to m
“X. Y. Z" can try & dose of the .
soncoction, and In case of snccess, furnlsly
tt with n signed testimonial soch us ¢
bave tried ‘La Poupee,” and fomnd It thel
only thing on earth for rhenmatism. Xo
gratefully, X. Y. Z" i

I ghould recommend **The Belle of
York" fdr Indigestion. There s enongh b
it to tire ane of food—especially the v
and vinous dlct popular in the Tenderioln.|

Here 18 a sad-case: "My son John,™ write
wHewildercd Parent,” *ds inclined to.
very puucy. We cannot tame him.  Heg
stays ont untll 11 o'clock every night 4
dlnner he turns up his nose soornfully af
my home-mide root becr. The other da¥,
cook gave notice becnuse he m her.|
She made It clear that she @ldn’t partiec
larly mind belng  kissed. But, &8 !t Ma-
pened, her ‘steady’ hnd witnessed the emel
brace, und was much put out about 1t Is|
it not strange that & young man bromght
up as my son John has been brought t.,
could forget himself to such sn extent |
to klss the cook? It was not my ﬂult.

alwaya engage the ugliest creatures 1 can
tnd, John s a rake, 1 nm much afesid.
He s skittish, Can 1 hope for any M
Is it possible 1o discourage him?”

1 don’t like thiscnse at all It s &t
too much for me.  Btlll, my thm_ g
far-rénching. Send your som John, O
wildered Parent,” to Hoyt's hentra,
where he can gee “The Proper Caper.” T
will show him. how very ungmacsful too
much gkittishness can be, when it is pb
torinlly dlsplayed. If it does mot tame hisl
wild and exuberant spirits, 1 shell
vory much surprised. He will hate ' th
horrid old creature who fulls In love 'l
Ame!l.n Bingham, and he will say fo D
gelf, *If T don't take csm. 1 shall be Hk
thut one of these dnys." There 13 nothing
In cases of morat distress, like confronting
a patlent with an exaggerated Ipage ‘ol
himself. “The Proper Caper’ 15 the be
ghow in town for your sauclly inclined
gon. He will retngn to your foldl anothe
boy. I shouldn't Qe at all surprised Hf b
clamored for that home-made root beer,
and then ssked you to rock him to ﬂe.j

trying. It §s daring, but wot dangerous.
Linck of space forblds my attention
other and vitsl Jetters. I shall be J
to hear fram sufferers. 3y fee s mtﬂu
all—-and plenty of it.
to boom ilie tlivatre-cure; My firm
15 that the theatre ia the an!eun.l'n
the mmmun!t;r. ety

and slng something with a “hush-a-by™ ind
it At aoy rate, the experiment i worth !

You see I am suxions

. "W



